LONDON

February

IN THE ART of sitting and forgetting, as practised in the
Chinese cult of disintegration, I am not an apt disciple.
Showflakes have been whirling round my head, though
they are soon swallowed in such a practical sea as London
in February. The music of Puccini has been singing
away in my ears, insinuating itself like a tortuous drug,
always trying to teach one that it has great depth below
its surface of cloying sweetness.

But the antidotes are complete-(familiar faces which
eclipse those of new acquaintanceships, a heavyweight
fight, a comic film, a night-club or two), and I am set
once more on the path of endeavour.

The journey over the Channel was made much the
more pleasant by renewing acquaintanceship with Mr.
Hart, purser of the Maid of Kent, and Mr. Humphreys,
the good shepherd of all who travel in Pullmans. I say
"renewing" because aeroplane travel to Paris gives one
that extra hour or two so necessary on short visits, and
it is certainly five years since I have travelled by boat
Yet I might have only seen them the day before, so warm
was their welcome. And we do all so enjoy being
remembered.

There are two golden rules for all men journeying
in wagons-tits: one is to travel in grey flannel trousers
and an old coat, leaving your suit on top of the case to
put on as soon as you get to the hotel; the other is to
shave before arriving at your destination. Otherwise